Four-Foot M lutant  Mosquitos—See Page 5. 


fla dll dd LLL 


CLLLLMALAALAE EPP EEPEEEE, 


Vol. X, No. 25, Dascaiber ‘igoe ame “Bob ‘Briggs, Pa $3 


Kiss Me. F I’m a Moron 


EK ver once in a while I get stuff 
in the mail from this club 
called Mensa, which only lets you 
in if you can prove you have a 
really high IQ or you score 9000 
on your SAT’s. 

I scored 900 on my SAT’s. I 
took em three times, and scored 
300 each time. 

Anyhow, you've probly seen 
this indoor bullstuff flick called 
Forrest Gump, which is the story 
of how great it is to be retarded. In 
fact, the guy is not only retarded, 
he’s crippled and poor, and the 
only thing he has going for him is 
that he’s Tom Hanks. And the 
idea of the movie is supposed to be 
that the more retarded you are, 
the happier a life you'll have in 
America. And the more you don’t 
understand money, the richer 
youll be. And if you’re crippled, 
you ll be magically healed cause 
itll cause you to work your legs 
harder. And if you get into the 
army, but you turn away from 
battles and run, you'll end up asa 
war hero. And if you fall in love 
with somebody who doesn’t love 
you, you ll eventually get married 
because the other person will be 
drawn like a magnet to your over- 
powering love. (Please don’t tell 
the stalkers, okay?) 

Anyhow, aren’t we gettin a 
little carried away here? 

I actually think the Mensa 
people and the Forrest Gumpers 
are exactly alike. People wanna 
be different. So if they can be 
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_, @ulius Harris is the typical guy who sells comic books on the 
different by being smart, they'll corner but shrinks heads in his spare time, in the sick comedy 
do that. And if they can be differ- Shrunken Heads. 


ent by being retarded, they'll do that. You could 
sneak a reetard into Mensa, and nobody’d know the 
difference. I guess maybe if they asked em the capital 
of Rwanda they'd know the difference, but just in 
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: Unfortunately, they can shoot straight. Fortunately, they don’t damage the heads. 








terms of talkin to em they'd never know the differ- 
ence. 

What if Forrest Gump had an IQ just ten points 
higher? Then he would be accepted into public school, 
and he wouldn’t be considered a reetard, and he’d be 
just another average everyday Roto-Rooter man like 
all the rest of us. 

I’m sorry, but the flick is bogus. 

You wanna see a realistic movie, check out 
Shrunken Heads, which is what would happen if 
three kids in the neighborhood got blown away by 
thugs working for a lesbian gangster, but then they 
had their heads cut off and boiled in a vat by the 
friendly neighborhood comic book salesman and 
Haitian voodoo police officer, and then they came 
back to life and flew around with knives between 
their teeth, getting revenge by slicing up criminals 
and turning em into friendly zombies who go around 
cleaning off graffiti and replacing the trash in up- 
turned Dumpsters. 

All right all right all right, we’ve seen the story 
before, right? But never with Meg Foster in drag, 
wearin a fat suit. 

The most interesting part of it is trying to figure 
out the strategy that a flying shrunken head would 
use to fight a killer thug with a sawed-off shotgun 
and a getaway car. Fortunately, it helps that the 
killer heads are dead spirits brought back to life by 
voodoo, since that means they can pretty much do 
any damn thing they please, and you don’t have to 
explain it. I hate movies where they’re explaining 
why the shrunken heads are able to fly. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Director Dan 
Golden is excited 
about his action- 
fantasy film, 
Bram _ Stoker’s 
Burial of the Rats, 
shot entirely on 
location in Russia 
for New Horizon/ 
Mosfilm. This pe- 
riod film set in the 
1860’s stars 
Adrienne Bar- 
beau (Swamp 
Thing), Maria 
Ford (Naked Ob- 
session), Kevin 
Alber as Bram Stoker, and Rus- 
sian actress Olga Kabo. Includ- 
ing pre-production, Golden spent 
a total of four months in Russia 
shooting this film. He said that 
the production value of shooting 
in Russia is amazing, and even 
though is takes twice as long as 
shooting in the United States, it 


Anyhow, we're talkin blood on 
the windshield, blood on the mir- 
ror, blood in the shower. We’re 
talkin Goo-Fest ’94. 

Forty-three dead bodies. Head- 
hacking. Throat-ripping. Mouth 
maggots. Zombierama. Two motor 
vehicle chases, with three crashes. 
Gratuitous magicjelly beans. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for 
Julius Harris, as the Wicked Rasta- 
farian, who says “Yes, Freddy, cops 
in Haiti are extremely scary” and “I 
will pluck out your tongues with 
bull cutters and roast them, and I 
will take your brains and chill them 
for the purposes of garnishment’; 
Aeryk Egan, as the head head, for 
saying “As we continue to nurture 
our hate, the loss of our humanity 
will quicken evermore” and “There’s 
nothing more for us in this world 
now except for revenge”; and Becky 
Herbst, as the 15-year-old who gets 
romantic with a head. 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Rats in Russia 


is definitely worth 
it. One of the 
beautiful loca- 
tions he used was 
an unfinished pal- 
ace built by 
Catherine the 
Great. Look for 
Bram _ Stoker’s 
Burial of the Rats 
to hit the video 
stores in March of 
1995. 

Rick Dean 
(Naked Obses- 


Melissa Anne Moore’ son) and Maria 


Ford team up to 
entertain you in Horizon’s Zip- 
per’s Clown Palace. Dan Golden 
directs and describes the film as 
Dog Day Afternoon in a strip joint. 
Dean’s character seizes the strip 
joint and all hell breaks loose. This 
fun film was written by multi- 
talented actor/singer/writer 
Duane Whitaker (Pulp Fiction, 


Saturday Night Special). 

Something a little different 
from Fred Olen Ray and Dan 
Golden is the recently released 
instructional video, Ginger 
Baker, Master Drum Technique. 
Distributed by the Hot Licks la- 
bel, Dan Golden directed the 
former Cream member and Fred 
Olen Ray co-produced. Also in- 
volved was actress Brinke 
Stevens (Haunting Fear), who 
assisted the producers. 

Gail Harris (Sorority House 
Massacre 2, Hard to Die) stars in 
the erotic thriller Games for PM 
Entertainment. Jeff Griggs and 
Amy Weber are Harris’s co-stars 
and Ed Holzman directs. Look 
for Games to be released in the 
spring of 1995. 

—MeE.issA ANNE Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 76221. 








Meg Foster in drag is the lesbo gangster who would prefer not 
to be in a business relationship with shrunken heads. 
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Check out Jewel’s bimbos-behind-bars sequel, but not with one of those. . . 


Whatdidyathink Wafflers 


W ell, whatdidyathink?” 
Do you get this all the time? 


The movie is over for, like, two seconds, 
and the person next to you says “Well, 
whatdidyathink?” 

Why don’t they ever say “I loved that 
movie’ or “I hated that movie”? Why is it all 
they can say is “whatdidyathink?” Why is 
all the pressure on me to decide? 

Because, whatever I say, they’re gonna 
agree with me. 

“Loved it.” 

“Me, too.” 

“Hated it.” 

“Me, too. Wasn’t it awful?” 

“Loved it, except for the hokey scene in 
the airport.” 

“Wasn't that the worst scene? Good 
movie, though.” 

Girls are especially guilty of this. You 
can actually change your mind later, and 
they'll still agree with you. 

“You know, now that I think about it, that wasn’t 


Jewel Shepard is the pouty-lipped bimbo-be- 
hind-bars in the decent Caged Heat 2. 








Jewel cleans her gun. 
such a bad performance after all. He was trying to be 
a jerk.” 

“I was just thinking the same thing. What a 
great sleazeball he is.” 

What’s going on here? 

I think some people are afraid that if they can’t 
agree on a movie, then they’re hopelessly incompat- 
ible. They'll never agree on anything. 

But, actually, a movie is a good thing to disagree 
on. It’s a lot better to disagree on that than to 
disagree on whether you want children or not, you 
know what I mean? 

Some people even think that if you like certain 
movies, like Die Hard, then automatically you’re a 
disgusting person. And if you hate certain movies, 
like Out of Africa, then yow’re a cretin. 

Listen to me, people. [t’s a dadblamed movie. 
You can like it or not like it, and it doesn’t mean 
diddly squat either way. The movie can’t make you 
a good person or a bad person or a smart person or a 
stupid person. 

It’s a movie. 

A movie. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this stuff. 

Speaking of flicks that kinda miss the whole 
dang point, Caged Heat 2 just came out—twenty 
years after Jonathan Demme’s original Caged Heat. 
People have gotten osteoporosis waiting for this 
sequel. It’s kind of a scary thought to realize there 
might be people out there who actually are wonder- 
ing what happens next. 

Impossible? You haven’t met my audience. 


Anyhow, what is happening next is that 
the nubile, pouty-lipped Jewel Shepard is a 
CIA agent who poses as the mistress of the 
king in a country that looks a lot like the 
Philippines, and then when the king is as- 
sassinated we find out he wasn’t really as- 
sassinated but it was all a fake deal cause the 
king wants to go to America where he'll be 
safe, but meanwhile in all the commotion the 
real rebels stole the king’s daughter and put 
her in an island fortress prison (why is it 
always an island fortress prison?) and so 
now Jewel has to carry a bag full of cocaine 
through the airport so she'll get arrested and 
sent to the same prison, only this other 
American girl happens to be in the airport at 
the time and she gets arrested, too, and— 

I don’t remember. There’s way too much 
plot getting in the way of the story. 

But what I do remember is that we’ve got all the 
classic elements for great women-in-cages enter- 
tainment—the strip search, the sadistic warden, the 
leering guard, the creepy black gay leader, catfights, 
knifings, junkies, and, of course, the scene where 
they're all hosed down. 

It’s no Caged Heat One, but it’s pretty danged 
decent. 

Thirty-six dead bodies. Twenty breasts. Explod- 
ing speedboat. Exploding car with fireball. Shower 
scene. Killer dogs. Six catfights. Kung Fu. Bimbo Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Chanel 
Akiko Hirai, as the morose princess-in-prison, for 
saying “My father is a coward to desert his country”; 
Jewel Shepard, as the female Jimmy Cagney, tight- 
lipped and unemotional, for saying “It happened to 
me, too’; and Pamella D’Pella, as the black gang 
leader who shoots heroin and dances nekkid, for 
saying “I am not your bluebird in a cage!” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 






The infamous Filipino rib check. 





Filipino actor awaiting his cue as Jewel 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. 

December 10: The Silencer: Fairly confusing La Femme 
Nikita rip-off starring Lynette Walden as a Harley-riding 
tough gal in leather who blows away members of an interna- 
tional white-slavery syndicate while being stalked by ex-lover 
and fellow hitperson Chris Mulkey. Morton Downey, Jr., one 
of the bad guys, has one of the most memorable (and disgusting) 
death scenes in movie history. (Second feature: Caroline at 
Midnight: Terrific suspense thriller starring Clayton Rohner 
as a reporter, haunted by the mysterious death of his ex-lover, 
who falls in love with her beautiful best friend, Mia Sara, and 
falls prey to her sadistic dirty-cop husband, Tim Daly. Four 
stars.) 

December 17: Raw Nerve: Ted Prior has migraine head- 
aches where he sees a geek in a raincoat blowing away sexy 
young girls with ashotgun. But local cop Jan-Michael Vincent 
and police chief Glenn Ford don’t believe they’re really psychic 
visions. Sandahl Bergman suddenly shows up withareporter’s 
notebook and starts making the sign of the twin-speared pith 
helmet with Prior to get a story for her newspaper, but the only 
guy who really believes he’s getting accurate brainwave trans- 
missions is beer-chugging race-car mechanic Randall “Tex” 
Cobb. Add a little gratuitous Traci Lords, and you've got the 
finest movie ever made in Mobile, Alabama. Two anda halfstars. 
(Second feature: Animal Instincts: Shannon Whirry and Max- 
well Caulfield star in the flick based on the famous case where 
aman videotaped his wife having sex with hundreds of men. The 
great screenplay by Georges des Essentes also incorporates 
a few thinly veiled Heidi Fleiss elements, with Jan Michael 
Vincent as a crusading anti-vice politician and David 
Carradine as an evil topless-bar owner. Four stars.) 





Brunch with the Living Dead 


Don’t miss the December issue of the 


Washingtonian where Joe Bob rates and re- 
views political talk shows like Inside Wash- 
ington, better known as “Zombie Brunch.” 





t’s time again 

for an update on 
our friend Gunnar 
Hansen, the leg- 
endary actor best 
known for his role 
as the chainsaw- 
wielding psycho, 
Leatherface, in The 
Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre. He’s had 
a very busy sum- 
mer, having re- 
cently wrapped 
Mosquito, an hom- 
age to creature 
films of the fifties. 
(“Tremors without the budget.”) Directed by Gary 
Jones, who did the pyrotechnics for Army of Dark- 
ness, the film revolves around four-foot killer mu- 





Gunnar unmasked. 


tant mosquitos that terrorize some not-so-happy 
campers, tangle with a bad-guy bank robber—guess 
who?—and don’t live to regret it. Set for theatrical 
release next month, Mosquito was screened in Los 
Angeles at USC, and garnered a resoundingly en- 





... Mherein we report from the 
underground, ~he counter-culture, 
Che out-of-€he-—mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 





thusiastic, almost 
Rocky Horror- 
esque, response 
from the audience. 
In November, Gun- 
nar finished filming 
Freakshow, a 16mm 
anthology produced 
by Paul Talbot 
(Campfire Tales). 
He plays a carnival 
freakmaster who 
provides the segue 
into three tales 
about—what 
else?—freaks. 
Though perhaps 
best known for his acting, Gunnar actually prefers to 
consider himself a writer, having turned down a role 
in The Hills Have Eyes to concentrate on his writing 
_ career. He has written for Writer’s 
Digest, Texas Monthly, Yankee, 
Down East, and served as managing 
editor for The Yacht. He has written 
two books, Islands at the Edge of 
Time and an environmental travel 
book, The Natural History of Islands. 
He is currently working on a screen- 
play with Gary Jones, a thriller called 
Icebound, and another with Brad 
Shellady called Things Only the 
Killer Knew about Henry Lee 
Lucas. We said Gunnar’s been busy. 
However, fans will be glad to learn 
that somewhere in his spare time 
Gunnar has managed to establish a 
fan club. Membership entitles you to 
a subscription to his quarterly news- 
letter, The Buzz, an autographed 
membership card, autographed 
photo, and product discounts. It costs 
$15 to join, payable to: The Gunnar 
Hansen International Fan Club, 
9131 College Pkwy., Suite 13B, Box 
101, Ft. Myers, FL 33919. 
€ 
Is there a “cure” for homosexual- 
ity? Exodus International, an orga- 
nization headed by an ex-lesbian, 
claims it can cure gays and lesbians 
of their “sickness.” Through shock 
treatment and heavy doses of guilt 
and fear, Exodus reinforces nega- 
tive self-imagery to turn misfit ho- 
mosexuals into happy heterosexuals. Exploring this 
movement by religious fundamentalists is Teodoro 
Maniaci and Francine Rzenznik’s info-heavy 
documentary One Nation Under God, which has 
been able to infiltrate the organization through ex- 





Just another day at Rock ‘n’ Roll High School. 


Exodus counselors, Michael Bursee and Gary 
Cooper, who gave up the gay life for a straight one 
and eventually gave up the straight life (and wives 
and children) for each other. Evidently the Exodus 
method is a bit flawed. The Free Press, a 32-page 
newsprint monthly out of Columbus, Ohio, offers a 
lengthy review of One Nation Under God, in keeping 
with its time-honored tradition of providing unfiltered 
coverage of gay issues as well as political and envi- 
ronmental concerns, or anything else the main- 
stream media might hesitate to print. The Free Press 
has been cranking out tenacious commentary since 
1970, but (like all good things) might be forced to 
come to an end due to financial constraints. Don’t 
count them out yet, though, because support from 
individuals like singer Bonnie Raitt, who held a 
benefit fundraiser for them in July, may keep the 
publication alive. It costs $15 for a year’s subscrip- 
tion, payable to: The Free Press, 203 E. Broad St., 
Columbus, OH 43215. 
e 

Teen exploitation films old and new are the 
subject of Teenage Rampage, an ambitious 20-page 
Xeroxed video guide recently launched by Rich 
Osmond and “dedicated to babysitters everywhere.” 
Reviews include current releases, Carrie knock-offs 
through the years, summer camp movies, and a 
lengthy interview with legendary Rock ‘n’ Roll High 
School director Allan Arkush. Arkush comes from 
that NYU generation that produced Martin 
Scorsese, Jonathan Kaplan (who directed every- 
thing from Roger Corman’s Nighi Call Nurses to 
the Academy Award-winning The Accused), and 


Jon Davison (produced Airplane!). Arkush, whose 
first big project was co-directing Hollywood Boule- 
vard with Joe Dante, gives the inside skinny on the 
evolution of Rock ‘n’ Roll High School from concep- 
tion to completion. To get the next issue of Teenage 
Rampage “when it’s ready,” send your name and 
address to: Teenage Rampage, P.O. Box 6052, St. 
Louis, MO 63139-0052. 
€ 

Straight from the Embassy of Planet Claire 
comes a very unusual 20-page Xeroxed zine called 
The UnIntelligencer, probably a play on Seattle’s 
afternoon paper, the Post-Intelligencer. Most of the 
artwork appears to have been copied straight out of 
some medical textbook, with diagrams illustrating 
proper catheter insertion and genitalia cleansing. 
These drawings are coupled with bizarre short sto- 
ries that seem to have no thematic connection other 
than their strangeness. We don’t always get it, 
especially the stream-of-consciousness story of Bob- 
The-Crazy-War-Veteran, which is just weird enough 
to be interesting: “It’s burgerland! It’s bur-ger land. 
It’s... Burgerland! Corporate Deathburger, Ronald 
McDonald! Corporate Deathburger, Ronald 
McDonald! Make those burgers with extra grease! 
This batch is for the chief of police! I saw a few 
hamburgers swimming up the river the other day. 
The one the plastic boat-spoon was floating down. 
Hamburgers aren't very good swimmers. Classic 
nouveau sausages are driving past me now, in sur- 
real exto-plasticity. I wish I didn’t miss food.” Yes, 
indeedy. For six issues, send $5 cash to: Embassy of 
Planet Claire, P.O. Box 3194, Bellingham, WA 98227. 


Reviews by the Ultra-Low-Budget Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


IGHT OF THE LIVING BREAD 
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“Fantastic” “satire” and homage to Night of the Living Dead, 
“creating the exact textural feel of Romero’s classic,” as bread 
products are brought to life as murderous zombies, besieging a 
house where four people take refuge. It’s “simply the best film 
about killer bread ever made!” with a “nice surprise ending.” “Not 


OR 


uneven but decent student film Necromania. 


too crumby.” “A gem in the coal bin of films!” “What would be 
funny in a 30-second skit becomes tiresome at eight and a half 
minutes.” “Just a one-take idea. Unfortunately, it doesn’t come 
across as witty or clever.” “A decent genre parody.” “There’s no 
shortage of bread, but the laughs are scarce.” Six dead bodies. 
Cast: Vince Ware (“okay,” “competent” as the hero, Ben), Katie 
Harris (Barbra), Robert J. Saunders (Tom), Gina Saunders 
(Judy), Wolfgang S. Saunders (Reporter), Stephen R. Newell 
(Priest). Writer/Director: Kevin S. O’Brien. [To order, send $12 
to Kevin S. O’Brien, Doughboy Productions, P.O. Box 8622, 
Pittsburgh, PA 15221. 1990.] (Also reviewed by the Underground 
Committee, which gave it an 88.) Overall rating: 83. 


War CAT: ANGEL OF VENGEANCE 


“Unoriginal” “pedestrian” but “decent” revenge story star- 
ring the “spunky and intelligent” Jannina Poynter (cast while 
working as a cocktail waitress in the Tahiti Room Lounge at the 
Imperial Palace Hotel in Las Vegas) as a young journalist who 
goes into the remote mountains to practice survival techniques 
like “jogging without a support bra and catching fish with a crude 
spear,” then gets kidnapped and raped by a psychopathic 
survivalist group that kills biker gangs for fun. Our “cool and 
efficient” “Rambetty” ends up in a one-woman war with these 
“very rude” men, led by “horrible Fred Ward clone” David 
O’Hara, “who manages to never change facial expressions in the 
movie,” and later kills off a couple of serial killers for good 
measure. “Poynter sings ‘Blowin in the Wind’ and jabs sharp 
sticks into the survivalist’s eyes.” “No matter how bad it gets, it 
stays entertaining. Survivalists! Bikers! Rock-climbing! Serial 
killers! Black-and-white flashbacks to earlier scenes in the same 
movie!” “Typical of a woman’s revenge movie—sort of J Spit on 
Your Combat Boots.” “Despite all the killing, the film looks like 





Mavis Harris only thinks she wants to raise a demon from the dead, in the 


it’s about a nature hike.” “The bikers would have seemed tougher 
on motorcycles instead of dirt bikes.” Twenty-one dead bodies. 
One motor vehicle chase. Fifteen explosions. Kung Fu. Cast: 
Macka Foley (“very convincing” as “dumbass chicken-wimp 
sicko” “sex-crazed flunky survivalist” Manny), Jason Holt (“war- 
rants attention” as “macho Neanderthal random killer” Zach), 
Craig Keller (Craig), Carl Irwin. Writers: Gary Thompson, 
Jeffrey C. Hogue (“passable”). Director: Ted V. 
Mikels (“fairly fun”). [Note from Joe Bob: Ray 
Dennis Steckler was fired as director in the 
middle of shooting.] Alternate titles: Angel of 
Vengeance, The Survivalists. [Reel Movies Inter- 
national. 1987.] Overall rating: 82. 


Ba CK STREET JANE 


“Excellent” if a little “self-consciously arty” 
and “ponderous” crime drama about two foul- 
mouthed down-on-their-luck petty criminals, 
“sexy” Marlene Shapiro and “outstanding” 
Monica McFarland, who witness the robbery 
and killing of an oriental coke dealer, then try to 
blackmail the couple who did it, “ruthless” “sadis- 
tically nasty” Sheila Ivy Traister and “too-cool- 
for-his-own-good” Michael Ford, leading to “a 
good sick ending” in which our two heroines are 
very sorry. “This is an attempt at modern noir, 
and has a grainy feel to it, but the two leads aren’t 
relaxed enough to come across as realin acinema 
verite way, and not good enough actresses to pull 
off a strong noir.” “A depressing movie about 
drug addicts.” “Too much padding, with endless 
boring driving shots. More minimal than 
minimalism!” “A cross between an art film and a 
true-life crime drama, the film doesn’t succeed in either group. A 
snoozer.” McFarland has the best line: “I’m not fucking Jack 
Webb, you know!” Four dead bodies. Four breasts. Two motor 
vehicle chases. Girl set on fire. Frying pan Fu. Producer/Writer/ 
Director: Ronnie Cramer. [To order, send $16 to Scorched 
Earth Productions, 2201 S. Clayton, Denver, CO 80210. 1989.] 
Overall rating: 82. 


NNECROMANIAID UNGEON 
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Two “decent” “visceral” “Twilight Zone-type” gore films 
with “minimal plot” and “poor special effects—more gross than 
special.” In the first, a witch (“talented” Mavis Harris) raises an 
ungrateful demon from the dead, but Death (the “properly cold 
and ruthless” Frank Campanella) gets mad and threatens to 
hunt her down and claim her soul. In the “incomprehensible” 
Dungeon deranged warlock George Higham (who also writes 
and directs) keeps people chained up in a basement, where he 
hacks off body parts to make a potion, but one man escapes and 
battles several small monsters trying to keep him in. “They’re 
both short and get right to the gruesome nitty-gritty. Made for 
the School of Visual Arts, but actually products of the Sam Raimi 
School of Knock-em-Dead Cinema.” “Extremely well-written.” 
“The tone of Dungeon is a little like Phantasm in that you don’t 
know what they will throw at you.” “Although it’s an unoriginal 
idea, both shorts have an earnestly-made quality.” “The overall 
look is somewhere between a Fred Olen Ray film and an early 
Sam Raimi film.” “The second one has a couple of moments of 
surrealism that are pretty cool.” “I think Higham learned how to 
make fake blood and wanted an excuse to use it.” “Dull and 
meaningless.” Six dead bodies. Throat slitting. Head splitting. 
Chest-ripping. Acid-spewing bugs. Heads roll. Legs roll. Saw Fu. 
Machine-gun Fu. Cast: Mike Lackey (“not a particularly impres- 


sive demon” in Necromania), Neal 
Redeman (Malone in Dungeon), Mike 
Parziale (Snydem’s voice in Dungeon). 
[To order, send $20 to Higham’s House of 
Horrors, P.O. Box 180-204, Brooklyn, NY 
11218. 1987/88.] Overall rating: 81. 


‘[ABLo! 


“Cheesy-great” “amateurish” anthol- 
ogy starring Stella Mann as a renegade 
publisher who will stop at nothing to get 
people to buy her World Investigator tab- 
loid, full of lurid stories about a child born 
with a beard in a trailer park, the inventor 
of a “tornado vacuum cleaner,” UFO ab- 
ductors, and three elderly zombies who 
have a barbecue. (“This is really a series of 
vignettes dramatizing stories from the tab- 
loid.”) “Baby With a Beard’ is very good 
and could stand on its own—excellent act- 
ing, fast-paced good-ole-boy redneck re- 
venge story—but the others use slow, silly 
plot devices.” “A youthful savage John 
Waters-type humor meets EC comics!” 
“Low-life Texans with a dash of John Wa- 
ters.” “The baby with a beard is worth the 
price of admission.” “Glenn Coburn and 
Kay Bay as expectant parents of the full- 
bearded baby is supreme entertainment. A 
trailer park waitress who serves up veg- 
etable surprise and shotgun blasts with 
the same gracious smile, and her beer-drinking drug-pushing 
husband who finds life difficult ifhe can’t sit down and get fat, are 
a beautiful American reality that predates The Simpsons.” “The 
concept is great, but the direction and writing fail to pull it off.” 
“The last story (vacuum cleaner) is dreadfully, tragically slow.” 
Seven dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Two explosions. 
Broom through the back. Tornado Fu. Molotov-cocktail Fu. Cast: 
Scott Davis (Rick Cruikshank) Lisa Loeb (“outstanding” in the 
“killer vacuum” sequence, as Rose Tuttle), Norman Muellen 
(A.C. Clark), Cheryl Boquet (Anita Billings), Jude Johnson 
(Mary Ida), Davis Letts (Harry). Directors: Matt Shaffen, 
Coburn, Bret McCormick (“great B-movie directing,” “piss- 
poor”). [To order, send $22.50 to M.A.R.S., P.O. Box 11844, Fort 
Worth, TX 76110. 1989.] Overall rating: 80. 


[D£4DLY AMAZONS 


“Wretched hand-held video” “female beefcake movie” in 
which bodybuilder Dot Jones 
babysits two “nerdy teenaged brats,” 
keeping them in line by reading them 
comic-book stories about female body- 
builders—mostly an excuse for “long, 
loving closeups of bare feet, bulging 
biceps, taut calves, and pecs that look 
hard enough for bricks to bounce off.” 
The three “tepid” stories begin with 
Leilani Dalumpines, Full Contact 
National Martial Arts Champion, in 
Ms. Loo—Lady of the Dragon; she has 
“great martial arts moves” but is “too 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 
79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 





Leilani Dalumpines is an exotic Asian spy who can 
crush men with her thighs, in the fairly wretched 
female beefcake anthology, Deadly Amazons. 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


for death-by-scissor-holds.” 
“The kind of film that makes 
any man say, ‘Well, if I gotta 
go, let me go this way.” “Pe- 
destrian, unoriginal in plot 
and written in cliches, but 
because it’s based on a comic 
which is probably just as 
dumb, the whole thing is in- 
advertently very funny. So 
bad ya gotta love it!” “The 
plots are action-based and 
simple, but some of the ac- 
tion sequences are difficult 
to follow.” “One segment has 
the same cruddy set doubling 
as both a detective’s office 
and a store. They don’t even 
bother changing the card- 
board cut-out in the win- 
dow!” “All of the fight se- 
quences could use better cho- 
reography and editing.” Mi- 
nority opinion: “Good writ- 
ing. Original concept.” Six- 
teen dead bodies. Testicle- 
crushing. Neck-breaking. 
Strangulation. One motor 
vehicle chase. One explosion. 
Five Kung Fu scenes. Thun- 
der-thigh Fu. Cast: Addison 
Edwards (“worst Peter 
Lorre impersonation in film history”), Irving Wasserman 
(“barely gets his lines out of his mouth” as Det. Max Clench), 
Conrad Brooks (“decent” cameoas the brats’ father, Mr. Oswell), 
Rodd Matsui, Bryan Moore, Flo Utterman. Director: Samuel 
Martin Oldham (“fun”). [To order, send $50 ($53.25 if you’re a 
resident of California) to Amazon Productions, 904 Silver Spur 
Rd., Suite 606, Rolling Hills, CA 90274. 1991.] (Also reviewed by 
the Martial Arts Committee, which gave it a 63.) Overall rating: 
80. 


AIM OST LIVE FROM THE LIBERTY BAR 


6. 


“Earnest” “very dry” but “occasionally funny” San Antonio 
talk show hosted by “great” long-haired 20-year-old Howie 
Nestel, who “knows how to not interrupt guests and seems fairly 
intelligent” as he interviews “unusual everyday people with a 
purpose, an opinion or a distinct personal philosophy.” On this 
episode he talks to Vietnam-vet single father Michael Harwood, 
“retro-sixties female dance artist” Catherine 
Cisneros, a bar staffer (Laurel Bodinus) who 
explains how they get lobsters drunk on wine 
before they eat them, and atheist and “house 
quip” Phil Crumm, who says things like 
“Alexander Pope said ‘Amusement is the happi- 
ness of those who cannot think.’ Alexander 
Pope has never been to Sea World.” “Interest- 
ing and well-made.” “Bunch of white guys sit- 
ting around talking.” “If Dieter from Saturday 
Night Live were the host, he’d be saying ‘Your 
story has become tiresome .. .” “The opening 
music by Bongo Joe is almost like some kind of 


64-50 Dog Doo Doo ee Se 
stiff’ as a woman fighting to save her industrial jungle exotica combination.” Co-host: 
business from the KGB and arms deal- Ultra-Low-Bud get Steve Henry. Director: Michael Mehl. [For 
ers. In Shakedown, “standout” Erika Reeor ds information, contact Michael Mehl, The High- 


Andersch is a detective busting up a 
drug ring. And in the final story, 
Kageena, Mistress of the Jungle, Erin 
Weida and her “power legs of death” 
is a jungle woman protecting lions 
from poachers. “A new record is set 


Highest rating: 92 
(The Heck With Hollywood, 1991). 


Lowest rating: 57 
(Mutant Massacre 2, 1991). 


light Zone, 8039 Callaghan Rd., San Antonio, 
TX 78230. 1991.] Overall rating: 78. 


S14 UGHTERVILLE 


99 6¢ 


“Technically embarrassing” “cheesy slasher” 


about two guys whose car breaks down 
inasmall Oklahoma town, forcing them 
to move in with “believable” “Laura 
Dern lookalike” Andren Adams, a 
sweet, innocent girl who’s chasing a lot 
of pills with Bud Light and having 
nightmares about her dead boyfriend’s 
Indian necklace. They start to suspect 
she’s killing off the townfolk. “Wretched 
imitation Herschell Gordon Lewis.” 
“This is a typical virtually-everyone- 
you-see-ends-up-dead film.” “Eight- 
millimeter productions are always fun. 
I especially like the obligatory ‘How 
about a massage?’ scene before sex.” 
“You're never sure who the killer is. 
Never.” “Not great, but a good shot at 
a tired genre by some kids having some 
fun.” Twelve dead bodies. Barbecue 
fork through the back of the neck. 
Trash-compactor body-squishing. Rake 
to the head. Head squashed under a 
tire. One motor vehicle chase. Two 
explosions. Cast: Todd Eric Wade 
(“standout,” “weak” as Stewart Coy), 
Paul DeLesDernier (“weak” as 
Marcus Tilman), George Ray Smith 
(“interesting” as the guardian spirit of 
the necklace), Clarence Benes (“good” 
as the wife-beating Bret), Mike 
Clinton (Ron), Angie Slaley (Debbie). Writer: Martin 
Lukowitsch (“lacking and directionless,” “full of holes,” “good 
premise but bad story”). Director: Wade (“no serious flaws”). [For 
availability, contact Starfire Home Video, 3606 W. Rochelle Dr., 
Irving, TX 75062. 1991.] Overall rating: 77. 


[_AS VEGAS BLOOD BATH 

So bad it’s almost good, this is a “gross” “slasher spoof” about 
“uninspired maniac” Ari Levin, who finds his wife in bed with a 
cop, kills them both, and then cuts off her head and takes it with 
him “on a slow dumb spree of fondling, bondage, amputations,” 
and the cutting open ofa pregnant woman (Barbara Bell)—“the 
first time I’ve seen that in a movie and, hopefully, the last.” His 
one-man crusade against women culminates in an attack on the 
Beautiful Ladies of Oil Wrestling (BLOW), leading to a “final 
bloodbath scene.” “Levin has as much life in his killing rampage 
as a can of Coke left open for three days.” “World-class sick.” 
“Many dead bodies, beautiful ladies, and no story.” “Even the 
worst of the Friday the 13th films look like Shakespeare com- 
pared to this movie.” “Pretty ordinary—the gore isn’t that gross.” 
“Cheap production values and exploitational, superficial script 
with lousy character interest and no sympathetic qualities make 
this a right proper drive-in video.” “You’d have to call this 
repulsive if you're easily repulsed, but I must say, the aborted 
baby effect is well done.” Fourteen dead bodies. Eight breasts. 
Fetus-tossing. Knife through the jaw. Jehovah’s Witness’ hand 
cut off by a door. One explosion. Kung Fu. Power-drill Fu. 
Hammer Fu. Cast: Elizabeth Anderson (Ruth), Tina Prunty 
(Tina). Producer/Writer/Director: David Schwartz. [Note from 
Joe Bob: Schwartz owns the Fantasy Club, a female-wrestling 
emporium in Las Vegas. |[For availability, contact The Las Vegas 
Movie Company, 2008 Plaza de Santa Fe, Las Vegas, NV 89102. 





Lisa Santora demonstrates her disappear- 
ing bikini in Night of the Day of the Dawn of 
the Son of the Bride of the Return of the 
Revenge of the Terror of the Attack of the Evil 
Mutant Hellbound Flesh Eating Sub- 
humanoid Living Dead, Part 2. 


1990.| Overall rating: 76. 


HE TELL TALE 
ZONE: THE VIDEO 


“Technically rough” “boring” 
“painfully unamusing” but sometimes 
“funny” lampoon of The Twilight Zone 
TV show, with five “pointless” “thor- 
oughly boring” “confusing” tales intro- 
duced by “annoying wraparound host” 
Andy Neal, who performs as a ghoul 
called Armando Creeper, with his 
corpse sidekick, “Mother,” and “a deliv- 
ery very similar to Elvira’s.” “Neal can 
tell bad jokes with the best of them.” 
“He offers almost as many one-liners as 
a Henny Youngman routine, and even 
steals jokes from himself.” “You can’t 
make an anthology film without sto- 
ries, but they try it here.” “A few origi- 
nal moments, but he really tries too 
hard. Some of the jokes look forced.” 
Minority opinion: “Neal has corny gags, 
but he’s funny. Funnier than the five 
shorts he introduces.” Nine dead bod- 
ies. Cast: Steven Arnold (“good” as 
the Rod Serling-type host), Shelene 
Stindle (various), Craig Bryant (vari- 
ous). Producer/Writer/Director: Mar- 
cellus Barron. [To order, send $19.95, 
payable to Andy Neal, Roadkill Productions, P.O. Box 1550, 
Valley Center, CA 92082. 1990.] Overall rating: 73. 


NiGe T OF THE DAY OF THE DAWN 
OF THE SON OF THE BRIDE OF 
THE RETURN OF THE REVENGE 
OF THE TERROR OF THE ATTACK 
OF THE EVIL MUTANT HELLBOUND 
FLESH EATING SUBHUMANOID 


LIVING DEAD, PART 2 


Billed as the cheapest feature ever produced ($831.75), this 
is a “sophomoric” attempt to dub a new soundtrack onto George 
Romero’s Night of the Living Dead in order to turn it into a 
“bathroom-humor” comedy. Also inserted are short films by the 
writer/director, Lowell Mason, on the subjects of dead famous 
people, fireworks, music videos, a man eating a donut and 
“swingin’ chicks.” “Comparing this to Woody Allen’s What’s Up, 
Tiger Lily? is like comparing steak to cow patties.” “The dubbed 
dialogue is funny about 5 per cent of the time.” “Obsession with 
junior-high humor.” “Not quite as funny as intended. About 20 
minutes is spent arguing about who will go for a pizza.” “There are 
numerous better productions of this type, including Rainbo, The 
Blobermouth, Rudolph the Heavy Metal Reindeer and The Beaver 
Tapes.” Sixteen dead bodies. One explosion. Voice actors: Eu- 
gene Fautner, Tim Keyes, Mason. Cast: Lisa Santora (“nice 
bod” as stripper). [To order, send $34.95 to The Palmer Film 
Group, 1767 Morris Ave., Union, NJ 07083-3598. 1992.| Overall 
rating: 71. 


Members of the Ultra-Low-Budget Committee are Buzz Dixon, screenwriter, Northridge, Calif.; Peter “The Reet” 
Glass, video store manager, Santa Barbara, Calif.; Robert E. Logan, CPA/controller, Norman, Okla.; Val Loure, night club 
manager, San Francisco; Brian Morton, producer/engineer at WJ R-AM/Detroit, Taylor, Mich.; Stephanie H. Piro, cartoonist, 
Farmington, N.H.; Ron Rejmaniak, computer engineer, Houston; Greg Russell, Neiman-Marcus price marker, Dallas; 
Robert Schreiber, tutor/teacher at New York City Technical College, Brooklyn, N.Y.; Michael R. Smith, makeup effects 
artist, Columbia, 8.C.; Walter Szewezyk, safety coordinator for hotel chain, Lombard, Ill.; and Mark N. Turner, video store 


employee/reviewer for Decatur Daily Democrat, Decatur, Ind. 
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These new suburban settlers dont want cars, noise, fun and definitely . . . 


Don’t Want No Stinkin Voters 


here’s a big screamin match going on in a 

California suburb because some Mexican- 
American neighbors wanna use their garage as a 
polling place. 

You're probly wondering, “What’s the big deal?” 
It sounds kinda patriotic. 

Turns out the big deal is that all the other 
neighbors don’t want the traffic, don’t want the 
people, and just flat don’t want nothin going on on 
their street. 

It’s not just cars. People always complain about 
cars. It’s that they don’t want human beings walkin 
around on the street. Strangers. Weird people.Voters. 

This doesn’t really surprise me all that much, 
cause we've had a trend going on for several years 
now where people don’t want anything going on near 
their house. Most subdivisions don’t even build side- 
walks anymore, because that would be encouraging 
people to walk down the street in front of your 
Centennial tract home. 

They put in speed bumps so the cars won’t drive 
down the street. They pass noise ordinances so you 
can't have parties. They pass parking regulations so 
you can’t invite forty people over for a barbecue— 
and, even if you did, you would probly be violating 
some fire law if you actually burned charcoal bri- 
quets. 

Every neighborhood in America used to have a 
Fourth of July parade. Today, if you even suggested 


it, you would have ninety-seven angry homeowners 
down at the City Council, claiming it would disrupt 
their life. 

I won’t even mention fireworks. 

People don’t even have front yards anymore. 
They pave em over so they park their car out there,or 
they build their house right up next to the street so 
they can have a bigger back yard. 

People spend a lot of money growing perfect 
grass, but they don’t want any kids playing soccer on 
it. 

In other words, the goal of every neighborhood in 
America has become: 

Get rid of the traffic. 

Get rid of the people. 

Get rid of everything that creates noise, espe- 
cially if it’s fun. 

The more the neighborhood resembles a ghost 
town, the more successful we are. 

When I was growing up, you would occasionally 
run into people like this—people who hated trick-or- 
treating, people who didn’t even like it when you 
rang their doorbell at Christmas time to give em 
cookies. People who basically wanted to stay behind 
their closed doors all day and night and never have 
anything to do with anybody else. 

We kids thought these people were creepy. 

I still do. 

Only now I think dang near everybody is creepy. 





Innocent flip-flop flinging or secret government cover-up? 


The Single Shoe Theory 


ho keeps leaving his shoe in the middle of the 
highway? 

And why is it always one shoe? Where’s the other 
one, still in the box at Thom McCann? Is there a one- 
legged man with an attitude, scattering his extras all 
over creation so we'll know he’s handicapped? 





I’ve been on the road for about a week now, and 
I’ve seen shoes on every major interstate between 
Dallas and Miami. You can even tell what state 
you re in by what kind of shoe it is—a boot in Texas, 
a sandal on the Gulf Coast, a designer flip-flop in 
Florida. 

[haven’t seen any high heels out there. Whoever’s 
doing this is a guy. 

Now here’s my question. Let’s forget why some- 
body would strew shoes all over the highways of 
America. I wanna know how they do it. 

I know what you're thinking. You’re thinking, 
“Shoot, they just throw one out the window, fling 
that Hush Puppie on the pavement.” 

Wrong. Because the shoes are never on the side 
of the road. They’re always right smack dab in the 
middle of it. You would have to put triple-reverse 


upside-down English on that Weejun to get the 
sucker to land in the middle of the lane. 

Nope. All the empirical evidence points to these 
road shoes being placed, not thrown. Somebody’s 
doing this just to aggravate me. In fact, I think it 
might be some subtle advertising ploy. Because more 
than half of these 
shoes are brand 
new, like they just 
came offasem-eye 
headed from the 
Factory Outlet 
Mall. 

One _ other 
question. Why 
shoes? Why it is 
only shoes? Why 
do you never see 
shorts, or jeans, or 
parkas? Why don’t 
you ever see socks? 

Someday I'll 
figure this out, 
even if I have to 
toss a few Nikes of 
my own. 

I wonder if 
they have wooden 
shoes in the road 
in Holland? Those 
clodhoppers could 
be actual life- 
threatening road 
hazards. 

Do you ever 
think about bear- 
ing down on the shoe, runnin over it with your tire 
and makin it flip up in the air? 

I’ve obviously been thinkin about this way too 
much. Help me out. Write in and tell me who’s doing 
this. Otherwise I’m headed for therapy. 


Victory Over Saddam Hussein! 


The Kuwait City Drive-In, bombarded by the 
evil Iraqis, was one of the first public places 
reopened after the war was over, and now, even 


though there are still mines in the area, it’s doing 
a booming business. My kind of country. Wade 
Kearns, an Air Force pilot based in Europe, re- 
minds us that, with eternal vigilance, and mili- 
tary force if necessary, the drive-in will never die. 





Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 
Pat and myself, be- 

ing ardent fans of top- 
less action flicks and 
your column, have be- 
come concerned in re- 
cent weeks over the fall- 
ing breast countin your 
reviews. We firmly be- 
lieve this to be the fall- 
out that normally ac- 
companies the Demo- 
crats’ return to power. As proof of this, look at Dona 
Speir and Roberta Vasquez, and who do you see? I'll 
tell you who. Ronald Reagan and George Bush for 
the past twelve years. We think this administration 
also forced Andy Sidaris and his lovely wife to retire 
from the drive-in movie business. 

Sincerely, 

Kevin and Pat Person 

Livermore, Calif. 


ad 
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Dear Kevin and Pat: 

You would think the Democrats would be the 
pro-breast party, wouldn't you? 

On the other hand, even Jane Fonda—breast 
queen of the sixties—married a Republican. 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 

I'd just like to thank you for putting my weasel 
in perspective and hardening my spear. My husband 
said that I was about as wild and woolly as a woman 
need be and I should stay out of the men’s movement 
as much as possible, but I needed to know about 
things like why it’s important for him to build a 
model train setup from our attic to our basement and 
how even having a satellite dish and sixteen TV’s 
does not guarantee that you're getting all the cath- 
ode-ray rights guaranteed in the U.S. Constitution 
(best to have at least four VCR’s running at one time 
also). 

But most of all, ’'d like to thank you for being the 
picture on the flip side of the page in the Chicago 
Reader showing my younger sister’s latest boyfriend 
(some chiropractor who actually looked serious re- 
viewing the latest Cindy Crawford video on local 
television), whom she described as a “nice” guy, and 
allowing me an outlet to direct her to so she could 
understand why “nice” and someone you would marry 
do not logically fall into the same sentence. Thank 
God for paper having two sides. 

Thanks for helping men out. I’ve seen enough 
rope-burned spears to last four lifetimes. 

Stay hard and hairy, 

Marlene Pohl 

Amherst Junction, Wis. 
Dear Marlene: 

Our spears might get beat up, battered and 
bruised, but as long as they don’t actually droop, 
we're okay. 





to the Hopeless 


Dear Joe Bob, 

My girlfriend, 
Wilma Waith, tried to 
make me watch The 
Sound of Music. “I hate 
musicals,” I said. So she 
tells me, “This is not just 
a musical. Julie An- 
drews plays a woman 
empowered against op- 
pressive masculine ag- 
gression of Logos; she 
shows that male autonomy results from the need to 
escape the maternal matrix that has misshaped the 
infant man to....” At this point I’m thinking, Julie 
Andrews—wasn’'t she the one with the big curb 
feelers in Victor / Victoria? So I said, “Oh, all right. 
Let’s watch the durn thing.” 

She was right. I know now that when I drink 
beer with my bowling pals, Frank and Victor, we’re 
not having fun. We’re denying the feminine. Out of 
my own helplessness as a man, I’ve had to consoli- 
date myself with other males against the dominion of 
women. Up to now, I have been trying to solve the 
problem of masculinity by eliminating the female. 
Joe Bob, I wept during that movie. It changed my 
life. “Praise God, ’m cured,” I kept saying. While 
Wilma whispered, “Don’t you think it’s time to em- 
ploy a condom?” Ain’t feminism great? 

Moist-eye regards, 

Set. Doug Pitts 

U.S.M.C. (ret.) 

San Francisco 
Dear Doug: 

I’ve noticed the same thing. This crying thing 
lands more nookie in the year 1994 than anything 
I’ve tried in my whole life. There’s got to be a book out 
on it somewhere. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
The following bit of pottery is dedicated to Bar- 
bara Crampton. How the mighty have fallen. 
To Barbara 
When first we saw you, covered with slime, 
"Mid corpses lumbering in the flashlight’s shine; 
Then strapped to the gurney, helpless and sub- 
lime; 
Barbara, how we loved you. 
Now you've vanished from the ranks of the 
Weird, 
And on daytime soaps you have appeared. 
Your breasts have all but disappeared! 
Barbara, how we miss you. 
Sincerely, 
Alan Peschke 
Stockdale, Tex. 
Dear Alan: 
I’m so choked up. 
Sic transit gloria nekkid. 
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Joe Bob, 

Pick a number between one and 10,000. 9,000, 
am I right? 

“Ever since Blow-Up we've had about 9,000 
movies based on the world of high-fashion photogra- 
phy.” 

. did someone build about 9,000 new topless 
bars in this country last year?” 

“...even after 9,000 people tell em, ‘Look, that’s 
the way is it is, that’s the way it’s always been, it’s 
rotten.” 

Elliot Pear! 
Toronto, Ontario, Canada 
Dear Elliot: 

At least, when I use a cliche, I invent the cliche 

first. 


Dear J.B., 

Ever hear of a drive-in —— no mals Se 
Air Force Base in Guam (circa : 
1959-1960). Seems there 
weren't enough cars to go 
around. When I was there, I 
recall only six converted 
Jeeps, and one broken down 
6x6. 

We sat on wooden benches 
and marveled at the big 
screen. One nice thing about 
it, no annoying headlights to 
disturb you or the screen. The 
only drawback was the rain 
and soggy popcorn. 

P.S. Do you know of a 
drive-inin Pahrump, Nevada? 
A friend of mine says they 
have one. 

Bob Petersen 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 
Dear Bob: 

The drive-in in Guam still stands, ’m 

the one in Pahrump went pah-rump. 


told, but 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I’m sick of flash photography in movies and TV, 
and I don’t think you should count breasts that have 
only about three milliseconds exposure. In fact, you 
could provide a real service to drive-in movie fans by 
listing the total exposure time along with the breast 
count in your movie reviews. Just imagine the sig- 
nificance of a movie review that said, like, “one 
breast, thirty minutes.” Think about it. 

Len Peters 
Alameda, Calif. 
Dear Len: 

Believe me, if the breast doesn’t do its job, we 
don’t count it. 

You think my reviews would reward under- 
performing garbonzas? 





The school wimp facesa psycho bully in this 
perfectly fair fight, in Three O’Clock High. 





This Week's Contest 


Don Hart of Webster, Texas: “Hey, I got one for 
you! What was the name of the movie with Connie 
Selleca and the giant sea turtle? I'd like to find a copy 
if I knew the name to ask for.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the September 5 issue, Karl Engle of 
Indialantic, Florida, described a film “about a nerdy 
= = student (white) bullied by a big and 
burly, but bright, high 
school student (also 
white). The bully ap- 
parently tries to get the 
wimpy guy to stand up 
and fight for himself by 
intimidating him. 
There’s a big stand-off 
in the school yard. The 
nerdy principal steps in 
to stop a fight; the bully 
clocks him in the face 
(?). The entire student 
body bears witness.” 

We received 18 cor- 
rect answers, so our 
winner was chosen by 
drawing. And heis... 

Sean Whitley of Dallas: “I think the film Karl’s 
looking for is called Three O’Clock High. It came out 
in 1987 and was about the efforts of a wimpy high 
schooler (played by Casey Siemaszko from Young 
Guns) to escape from a psycho bully. The bully was 
known as a ‘touch’ freak, a guy who would go nuts if 
anyone laid a finger on him. At one point, the wimp 
pays a football player a hundred bucks to warn the 
bully off. The football guy makes a bad mistake and 
touches the guy. He promptly gets the crap kicked 
out of him, ina library no less. The climax takes place 
in a schoolyard, with the entire student body watch- 
ing, and the principal does get clocked in the face. 
There’s also a sadistic, Nazi-like hall monitor in the 
movie. The film was directed by Phil Joanou, who did 
U2’s concert film Rattle and Hum.” 

Additional information came from our 12 run- 
ners-up... 

Robert Busch of New York City: “The film also 
stars Anne Ryan, Richard Tyson, Jeffrey Tamber, 
and others. It’s been on Showtime/Cinemax/HBO for 
years, and lam sure it will show up again. It’s one of 
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my favorites, with a cool theme song and a classic 
ending, i.e. the principal getting knocked out, and 
when the school security guard sees this, he takes off 
pronto. Also the nerd’s girlfriend tries to fight the 
bully (Anne Ryan) and gets knocked out! Through- 
out the movie the nerd tries to buy off the bully, have 
the captain of the football team beat him up, frame 
him with a knife in the bully’s locker, run away from 
school—you name it. It’s so great I’ve got two copies.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“Co-written by Richard Christian Matheson, son of 
author/screenwriter Richard Matheson. Some good 
Tangerine Dream music.” 

Mike Jones of Los Angeles: “I remember the 
film, which I admit I haven’t seen since its opening 
run, as being pretty funny and accurately capturing 
that feeling of dread we all felt during our school 
years when we knew we had to fight the bully. My 


fondest memory of the film was the brutal, bloody 
and laughable final battle when Tyson cleaned the 
principal’s clock, but little Casey was somehow able 
to take him out while the entire student body sur- 
rounded him and cheered. I also liked the fact that 
Tyson never changed. He was a bully in the begin- 
ning of the film, and remained just as surly (al- 
though defeated) at the fade. In later years, Tyson 
drifted into the soft-core market, always playing the 
oversexed leading man in stuff like Two Moon Junc- 
tion and Red Shoe Diaries. (He was even in one of Joe 
Bob’s favorite films of last year, Dark Tide, where he 
played—what else?—an oversexed islander who 
couldn’t wait to mount the luscious Brigitte Bako.) 
As for Casey Siemaszko, his career has been sort of 
spotty. He’s made a lot of films (1992’s Of Mice and 
Men and ’91’s Breaking In, in which he shared the 
safecracking spotlight with Burt Reynolds), but it’s 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 


“| love my JBB jacket—it’s nicer than 


“The jacket is ay 
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$ 
: 
$ 






Shipping $5 


igh-priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 
n.”—Keith Blue 


Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents 
for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is February 15. Allow 8 weeks 
from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,$/36, M/38,L/40- 
A2, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide 
shipping address and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXL orlarger $170) 
____ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 


Size 


Name on front $6 
Name on Jacket 


Total Daytime phone 


Buy a Year, Get an Autographed 1995 Binder for $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gif) of The Joe Bob Report and get an autographed 1995 
binder for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires January 31, 1995. 

Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 1995 
binder—S$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


= Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


OOKS 
INDERS 
ACK ISSUES 


Ordering information for any of Joe Bob's five books, 
1990-95 binders, or list of back issues available by writing 
to address below. 


Name 

Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC ___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 
Signature 


‘Cappuccino My Built’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


St 5 2p 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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hard to place him in them (I mean, 
he was also in Back to the Future, 
1 & 2, for crying out loud). Phil 
Joanou, the film’s director, was a 
Spielberg protege and went on to 
direct stylish piffle like State of 
Grace and Final Analysis. Finally, 
Casey is the brother (I guess) of 
sexpot Nina Siemaszko (she looks 
like Casey in drag, but her bod 
sure doesn’t), who’s appeared in 
nude-a-rama films like Wild Or- 
chid 2 and Red Shoe Diaries (hey, 
maybe Nina and Tyson could get 
together and Casey would have to 
fight him to preserve his sister’s 
honor...nah, maybe not). Whew!” 

David Tresch of Katy, Texas: 
“The best scene may be during the 
fight when Casey’s equally nerdy 
friend comes to Casey’s defense by 
leaping on the back of Richard 
Tyson like a giant mosquito only 
to be swatted away by Mr. Tyson.” 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: 
“Also in the cast was the bald 
adult actor Jeffrey Tambor, who 
had a recurring role as judge in 
the TV series Hill Street Blues 
and who most recently turned up 
in the (unrelated) erotic thriller A 
House in the Hills.” 

Mark R. Turner of Cincin- 
nati: “Joanou’s direction is a bit 
heavy handed (this being his first 
feature), filled with the obligatory 
High Noon clock shots and an 
overly mobile camera. And even 


R.LP. 


Starlight Drive-In 
Medford, Oregon 


Nature Alert! The Starlite 
Drive-In Theatre in Medford, 
Oregon, has been reclaimed 
by the elements. Somebody 
ripped down the screen and 
carried it off, and now all that 
remains are weeds and a “For 
Sale” sign. Sic transit drive-in. 
Chris Hjerrild of Ashland re- 
minds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 



















though you know the good guy is 
going to win in the end, there is a 
certain amount of fun in getting to 
the end. One such fun scene is 
when a potential protector of 


Siemaszko confronts Tyson in the. 


library. The resulting punch by 
Wise sends not only the protector 
toppling but every book shelf in 
the place. The film is available on 
both video and laserdisc through 
MCA.” - 3 

Also answering correctly were 
Jim Black of Blacksburg, South 
Carolina; Kevin Christopher of 
Fairmont, West Virginia; Gerald 
Enrico of Hoboken, New Jersey; 
Andre Rodriguez of Tacoma, 
Washington; John Scoleri of 
Santa Clara, California; and Tom 
Sturgis of Tallahassee, Florida. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


c 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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Video Trades 


Wanted: Home Sweet Homicide (1946), The 
Unseen (1945), Phantom Lady (1944) and 
Liberation of L.B. Jones (1970). Stephanie 
Piro, Box 605, Farmington, NH 03835. 
Wanted: The original cut of The Ninth Con- 
figuration (1980, directed by William Peter 
Blatty). Not the commonly-found 105- 
minute version. Trade or $. D.C. Cantwell, 
2211 15th Ave., San Francisco, CA 94116- . 
1824. 

Need videos of the Jerry Lewis, Dean Mar- 
tin or Sammy Davis, Jr. talk or variety 
shows. Please write: J. Beck, P.O. Box 13001, 
Columbus, OH 43213-0001. 

Wanted: French film Diva on videotape or 
laserdisc. Will pay top dollar. Write to F 
Nankivell, 1176 E. New York Drive, 
Altadena, CA 91001. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
15221. 
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